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Greenleaf began a diary when he was fourteen
years old, his mother making a book for him by
folding and stitching some foolscap paper. lie
could not think of anything to write in the diary,
his life on the farm was so uneventful. His mo-
ther suggested that he write of some striking event
in the past that had come under his observation.
The only great event he could think of was the
wind-storm of 1815, six years before; a so he wrote
an account of that, and never afterward made an
entry in this, or in any other diary.

The desk upon which young Whittier wrote
his first rhymes was even at that time an ancient
piece of furniture. It had stood by the eastern
window of the kitchen in the old homestead at
Haverhill ever since the days of his great-grand-
father, the son of the pioneer, Thomas Whittier,
more than a century before the birth of the poet,
"When the family removed to Amesbury, it was
taken with them, but was soon after replaced by
a new one, and the old desk went " out of com-
mission." In the summer of 1891, Mr. Whittier's
niece had this ancient desk repaired, and as her
uncle was to spend the next fall and winter in
Newburyport, it was sent to the house of his cous-
ins, the Cartlands. Mr. Whittier was greatly
pleased, upon his arrival, to find in his room the
heirloom which was hallowed by so many associa-
tions connected not only with his ancestry, but

1 This cyclone's path was a few miles away from, the East
Parish, but Greenleaf saw the whirling- cloud and heard itfl roar.
It took off: the roof of the house of his Aunt Ruth Jonea, in
Amesbury, and this fact probably deepened the lines of his mem-
ory of it.